MIN. CONTROL 


Canibus Lyrics 


"33 3's" 


[Intro, imitating the owl from the "Tootsie Pop" commercials] 
One ... two ... three... 
[Chomping sound] ... three! 


[Canibus] 
Yo, in linear terms, my thirty-three degree, and a 
Words will give you thirty-third degree burns 
First | write thirty-three lines to a verse 
About how | created the Earth out of thirty-three quirks 
Thirty-three of my peers never thought it would work 
For thirty-three days, | started my relentless research 
And | figured, if Jigga could do, twenty-two two's 
As an mc, then | could do, thirty-three three's 
Suddenly it occurred, at three-thirty, on March third 
It came to me like God's word 
| started to load my thirty-three caliber Mossberg 
Went to the top of the Empire State, on thirty-third 
Thirty-three gunshots was heard 
Thirty-three pedestrians lay wounded or dead, on the curb 
Thirty-three squad cars rushed to the scene 
As soon as they heard some mad-man had gone berserk 
| demanded thirty-three million 
Or | was going to kill thirty-three of the women and children in the building 
| gave them thirty-three minutes to respond 
Then | proceeded to arm, a backpack nuclear bomb 
| set the timer for three hours, and three minutes long 
Told them not to try nothing funny or I'd kill them all 
They still never responded 
Until | saw thirty-three of the S.W.A.T. team jump out of three helicopters 
| told them for the third and final time 
If they crossed the line again, I'd take, thirty-three lives 
Three of the hostages started crying 
Three of them started wilding, and convinced, three more to start an uprising 
Three of them stood to their feet and started freestyling 
| didn't know what to do, so | started rhyming 
| tried to kick three-hundred bars 
But | got picked off by a sniper from thirty-three yards 
The bullet hit me but it got lodged, and ricocheted off 
Three organs three inches away from my heart 
My name went down in history, as the illest MC 
Rewind it and count it, thirty-three threes 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Canibus Man" 


(feat. Pakman) 


[Canibus:] 
Yo, yo, let me explain something so that you understand 
You will never be iller than the Canibus man 
You could be male, female, black, white 
Fuck the details, | rip a nigga with a rhyme till he screams help 
Any nigga | told to kneel knelt 
You haven't the slighest idea what a real MC is about 
You need to be yourself, you can't sound like nobody else 
And you can't do all of the beats yourself 
You can't do it without the streets help 
Niggaz on the block that blast the boom box till the speakers melt 
That's how | was brought up, big fat elephant balls what 
I'm a knucklehead with big walnuts, small frame extra large guts 
I'll do anything to a nigga if he pushes me hard enough 
| use to rhyme like all day 
| mean little nigga spittin till my jaws felt sore with pain 
| use to train with myself in the mirror 
Like "Mirror mirror on the wall, tell me who's iller" 
How you like that? | use to Say it just like that 
Maybe | should copyright that, I'll be right back 
[Pause] 
Sorry to leave you hangin 
| write things down quick cuz | ain't takin no chances 
Thats the difference between you and me 
You a wanna-be, and I'm an MC 
I'm just in the booth right now 
I'm just kickin it with you right now 
I'm tellin you the truth right now 
You can't fuck with the Canibus man, you can't fuck with the Canibus man 


[Canibus:] 
Now in this rap field, | got a lot of confirmed kills 
| put niggaz through drills to prove if they got true skills 
You coulda sold millions, but if you ain't got 100 bars shut the fuck up 
At least don't talk to me, cuz | ain't hearin you 
If you that ill, give me a hundred bars, I'm darin you 
| definitely ain't scared of you 
| go to war cuz I'm prepared to lose 
Just as long as | get to damage you 
Take the mic from you, then put a knife in you 
That's what I like to do, make you lose a pint or two 
If you a lion I'm a tiger too 
| could be as nice as you, but if you a snake I'm a viper too 
Look you in the eyes and lie to you 
Thinkin about all the possible ways to kill you while | smile at you 
You like to get fly nigga I'm a pilot too 


Don't even try to get deep cuz I'm a diver too 
Don't try to fit in my shoes cuz you cant 
Nobody can fuck with the Canibus man, understand? 


[Canibus:] 
Yo, yo, yo, my mouth is mechanically mechanized 
My verbal weapon fires a whole clip of rhymes before you can get off one round 
Can-I-Bus will buss ya, apply enough pressure to crush ya, | pulverize mother fuckers 
Leave MC's laid out like hurricane debris, 15 Megatons of TNT 
The overseas block busta, bustin up blocks like the Tiguska meteorite to hit Russia 
Comin from the underground | discovered 
A ground underneath the ground before underground bunkers 
Dedicate it's blunkers, deeper than the labrith 
Conductin excavations of the matrix 
Living in uninhabitable places, craters of a desert like oasis with a cydonian faces 
As barren as Las Vegas, as barren as the wombs of women who use artificial insemination 
As barren as Utah's Salt Lake City basin, as barren as ancient Egypt before irrigation 
A five-star chef makin mouth-watering creations with blood stains on my apron 
Put the heads of wack MC's in my oven and bake them 
Then garlic bread sticks in their eye sockets and taste them 
It's not really that odd, when you consider part of the ancient culture loves to eat dogs 
Feline cats with their claws, paws and all 
Caucasians eat frogs, African-americans eat the hog 
Hindus in India will kneel to the floor and worship cows and rats as gods 
| raise the odds, spit rhymes towards Mars and beyond to the nearest binary star 
I'mma tell you once more my main man, you can't fuck with the Canibus man 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Atlanta" 


[Canibus:] 
| wake up in the morn’, turn my PlayStation on 
Just bought that NFL Blitz and that Basket-Ball 
| read the Vibe and Source, to see what's going on 
| let my hair grow long, maybe braid it in the fall 
Whenever | get bored, | just jump in my car 

| go to Lennox Mall, and look for independent broads 
Sometimes | get a nod, they treat me like a scrub 
| go down to the schools, maybe | get more love 

Three P.M. in the evening, I'm on the highway speeding 
My front-left tires leaking, should have bought a new one last weekend 
| guess | wasn't thinking, up ahead break-lights was blinking 
For more than thirty minutes | was stuck in gridlock prison 
This traffic drives me crazy, going West on two-eighty 
Five bitch almost made me, crash into her Mercedes 
I'm glad | almost missed her, | pushed the clutch and shifted 
It was a white-lady, I'd rather hit a sister 
‘Cause see, | know the system, it's easier to trick them 
| use my G to pimp them, then convince I'm the victim 
Nah baby, you hit me, no | was in lane three 
You need some contacts you can't see, no girl don't blame me 
Don't panic just be patient, give the bitch the wrong information 
She'll probably never claim it, scared of high insurance payments 

| love my home Atlanta, | love my home Atlanta 
| love my home Atlanta, | love my home Atlanta 


[Canibus:] 

The land of pretty peaches, them girls with round features 
Make a nigga say, "Good Jesus," them Georgia dime-pieces 
Started off like, "What's your name? Tell me, what's your age? 
You got a man? Can we be friends?" 

I'm glad you feel that way, come on and ride with me 
| take you to that Crunk bar where them sharks eat 
Five-star baby, bon-appetite 
| got that shrimp appetizer with that dog meat 
If shorty want to creep, | bring her home with me 
Just bought some candles and that Carl Thomas CD 
Bootleg that Jay-Z, stole that OutKast 
Been have that Keith Sweat, | know how to make it last 
Smack that naked ass, she got a big butt 
| ain't in no rush, plus she likes it rough 
Kinky stuff like, leather and handcuffs 
And them thangs you wrap around a man's you-know-what 
That's why | love Atlanta, | can hardly stand-up 
I'm a heavy drinker, fix me a cup and sinker 
| always love Atlanta, that's why | love Atlanta 
| love my home Atlanta, | love my home Atlanta 


[Canibus:] 

As a young child | was so damn bad 
Used to drive up the Ave with no tags 
Niggaz couldn't see me, | was going so fast 
Most niggaz catch whiplash and crash 
Face all chipped up from the glass 
Running from the police hauling ass 
If | get caught, | just give them some cash 
Most police give me dap and laugh 
Other ones pull up behind the flash 
Take a nightstick and tap the glass 
Tell me, "Turn the music down,” it's on blast 
Turn the engine off ‘cause I'm wasting gas 
Tell them that I'm lost and | need a map 
Looking for a hotel to take a nap 
Freaknik, officer, | came for that 
It was good last year that's why I'm back 
That's when he tried to hit me 
His big fist barely miss me 
| have my camera with me 
| think I'll sue the city 
| love this place Atlanta 
That's why | love Atlanta 
| love my home Atlanta 
| love my home Atlanta 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Gybaotic" 


[Canibus:] 
Yo 
| done been from Jersey to Brooklyn 
Done been through Queens where the crooks hang 

Done been on tour doing group thangs 
‘Cause I'm always tasting that pootang 

Really love it when a girl got a cute name 

Got a cute attitude and a cute frame 
Got a big ass butt, breasts, and no brain 
Them things make a nigga want to shoot game 
Now check it, | done been through a few thangs 
Done seen a lot more than some loose change 
Always been open minded to new thangs 
(A_) 
Been a Hip-Hop nigga since youth man 
Beat-box and break-dance too man 
Used to do electric boogaloos man 
Do Egyptian love with two hands 
| remember when | lived down south, yo 
In a hot ass one story house, yo 
Where the A.C. was always going out, yo 
Sometime spend a whole day outdoors 
We had a block-party, barbeque 
Eating food, in the pool 
Music got us in that mood 
Everybody act a fool 
I'ma tell you like this man 
Every night | go down to the city man 
To the gentlemen's club where my niggaz hang 
Them stripper chicks know how to strip man 
DJ's be spinning them hits man 
Play the Cash-Money clique and the Jigga man 
Them hoes be thick but sick man 
Every stripper think a motherfucking rich man 
Like Sisqo, the R&B singing man 
Think | got a bank account with a million man 
Case of Crystal cost about six grand 
Bitch better get a less expensive brand 
Got to stick to the budget when | trick, man 
How about ten dollars for a sip, man? 

My whole dance for a ten dollar tip, man 
Still waiting on my royalty check, man 
How about a rain-check next time, yo? 
How about a handful of coupons, yo? 

How about tickets to my next five shows 

Turn around, let me test that behind, yo 

| love a fine ho 


[Canibus:] 
Girl, why you trying to get loud, screaming lies 
Acting surprised, rolling your eyes 
You act like a nigga done committed a crime 
You know my elbow just brushed your thigh 
Now them guys, twice my size 
Trying to throw a nigga like me outside 
| be up in this club all the time 
But it's the first time that | crossed the line 
Damn girl, why you so mean to me? 

You know | can't leave, | done lost my keys 
Don't throw me out, Mr. Bouncer, please 
Let me take the girl up to V.I.P 
She was just playing ‘cause I'm low on cheese 
Look at it, she only got eyes on me 
They bloodshot red, so she's smoking weed 
You know how these stripper chicks love to tease 
| think | left my cell phone back at my seat 
| had a couple of drinks and | need a receipt 
Follow me to the bathroom to pee 
| Keep about three G's in my briefs 
Damn baby boy, you done ripped my sleeve 
| ain't trying to beef, give me room to breath 
Why | got to leave, tell me what | done? 


[Canibus:] 
God damn girl, give a nigga some love 
I'm all out of dubs but I'll give you some ones 


Canibus Lyrics 


"In The Rain" 


[Hook x2] 
Drivin’ all night through the rain 
Tryin’ to escape the pain 
| can't get away 
With the way | drive will | make it home alive? 
How will | survive? 


Cereal killer, slasher, Rip the Jacker 
Been on America's Most and still can't be captured 
Think about it, how am | supposed to feel? 

If you ain't have a record deal, how would you feel? 
In a world where it seems like you're all alone 
Like my name didn't help the rap market grow 

Like I'm hardly gold, like | ain't got a remarkable flow 

When | deserved to die old and broke 
I'd rather have an overdose doin’ coke or dope or both 

Gettin’ bathed in a bathhouse by Dorothy Dandrich 

Hailey Berry and Jennifer Lo, bending over for soap 
What a way to go 

A friend of mine told me that | know a lot of nothing 

| looked him in the eyes and said at least | know something 
| Know I've been driving all night through the rain 
And I'm lookin’ for a sunny day 

| wanna run away 


[Hook x2] 


| be the first one to tell you I'm an ill emcee 
But I'm a human being and if you prick me, | bleed 
| might bleed internally, but it's still hurting me 
Can-i-bus is not what he deserves to be 
| just wanna rhyme, | don't wanna beef wit you 
But if you bite me, I'ma put my teeth in you 
| want the whole world to say, "Canibus, | believe in you" 
The same way, my man, Ricky Lee would do 
Don't sterotype us, we freedom fighters 
We drive all night through the rain wit’ no wippers 
| paid that price a couple of times 
And when I'm on the mic, | spit double the rhymes 
| ain't scared of the competition 
But | want you to listen to me even when I'm not rippin’ 
| hope you never have to feel my pain 
| hope you never have to drive all night through the rain 


[Hook x2] 


Will somebody please tell me, what does it take? 


| been on promotional tours, from state-to-state 
I've done a 100 Bars on mixtape 
People recognize the face, but the sales don't equate 
| guess I'll plead guilty if 
Rippin’ a rhyme is a crime 
Cause I'ma get mine or die tryin’ 
I'm verbally inclined to shine 
| spin like a turnbine and blow the rain clouds out the sky 
| drive through the rain til the roads get dry 
Bonafide Gladiator that was born to ride 
You could never put a price on my pride 
If | have to, I'll swim against the tide til my arms get tired 
But | won't disappear and | will not be quiet 
Or get pushed to the side, | will not be denied 
Keep my eyes and ignore the pain 
No matter how long | gotta drive through the rain 


With the way | drive, will | make it home alive? 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Mind Control" 


[Chorus: Female singing] 
You're under my, you're under mind control 
You know you're lost, don't even try to fight 
You cant escape, | rule you day and night 
You're under my, you're under mind control 


[Verse] 


Been in this rap game since ninety-six 
Can-l-Bus, also known as Canibus 
And even though that might seem like a short time 
| was never known for spitting a short-rhyme 
I'm known for my ill metaphors and lines 
And I'm inspired by that little voice inside 
That says, 'keep a strong mind and don't compromise’ 
Nothing happens before it's time, don't get off of the grind 
See the game is cold, don't lose control 
All the glitters ain't gold, you could lose your soul 
I've been through it before, guess you live and you learn 
Everyone takes turns getting what they deserve 
It's like a revolving door as far as Canibus is concerned 
Please believe it, I'mma get what | earned 
As far as getting that dough, and everything else in my career goes 
I'm completely in control, come on 


[Chorus: Female singing] 


[Canibus] 
Now don't get it twisted, Canibus ain't getting Jiggy with it 
I'm just dumbing it down for a minute 
Went from Jersey to A-T-L, but then | relocated 
Out to Cali on some one-way shit 
Bought a cheap ticket and split, I'm in coach sitting next to this chick 
With some real voluptuous lips 
She asked me if | can help her give her luggage a lift 
After that, she wouldn't shut up for the rest of the trip 
She said she thought | looked familiar, but she never caught on 
| started nodding off, she was talking so long 
Put my headphones on, then | went to sleep 
Reclined the seat, thought about rhymes and beats 
| thought about how | spent so much time in the East 
And how my mind was never in peace 
In the streets, if you want to that yellow-brick road 
Paved with gold, you just gotta take control, come on 


[Chorus: Female singing] 


[Canibus] 


| stepped off the plane, never want to sit in coach again 
| can't deal with the neck-pain 
Seen some guy holding up a sign with my name 
What's up my main-man, where's baggage claim’ 
Took the elevator, | was physically drained 
The chick from the plane said, ‘bye,’ and started to wave 
Man, I'm just happy to be in L.A. 
Got my release papers from Universal/M.C.A 
Now it's time to get that real paper, shake off the haters 
They can't break us, we're Gladiators 
World famous, my name is on the mind of all of the majors 
Canibus is outrageous 
Fans sing along when | perform on stages 
Or when they hear my songs on they two-way pagers 
They can't front, ‘cause | broke the mold 
And took a little time, but now I'm in control 


[Female vocalizes the harmony until fade] 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Last Laugh" 


[Verse One] 
Ha ha ha ha ha 
Check out the bizarre style that | display god 
Ha ha hahaha 
Kinda like when the biz went 
Eh eh eh eh eh 
But this is the Canibus with the 
Ha ha ha haha 
Now 
Ha ha ha haha 
Ain't just the name of the song 
Ha ha hahaha 
It's probably my favorite response 
When I'm walking on the street or I'm out at the mall 
And people be talking that blah blah blah 
Ha ha ha haha 
But anyway, a regular day is just like this 
Canibus writes a rhyme then Canibus spits, Like 
Ha ha ha haha 
| eat eat eat rhymes, Niggas don't be understanding that shit 
Why you think | went and put a fucking mic on my arm 
‘Cause it belongs to me and | belong next to Ghengis Khan 
In a coffin carbon-dryed with my body in bronze 
Like Han Solo when he got frozen in Star Wars 
Ha ha ha haha 
I'm great but I'm not the greatest 
Ha ha ha haha 
| believe I'm god but I'm not aethiest 
Ha ha ha haha 
I'm crazy but I'm not the craziest 
I'm just a normal heterosexual homosapien 
Ha ha ha haha 
The industry tried to cave me and | was an arch angel 
But they changed me into Damien 
Ha ha ha haha 
The evil spirit of rap, the evil rapper 
Ha ha hahaha 
Rip the jacker 
Master of the ceremony, most people know me as such 
My disciples know me as master ‘Bus 
I can 
Ha ha ha haha 
Change their life with a touch, cause I'm 
Ha ha ha haha 
Lyrically gifted as fuck 
Can-|-Bus, could bust it down pound for pound 
My style'll make a thousand mc's bow 


Ha ha ha haha 
You can yah yah yah cha cha cha cha cha all you want 
Y'all niggas know the Canibus is the one 
Ha ha hahaha 
Ha ha hahaha 
The rhyme creator 
At the drop of a dime | spit 100 b-a-rs 
I'm a S-T-A-R since the day | was born 
And I'll be a star til the day that I'm gone 
Ha ha ha haha 
You can agree with uh-huh or disagree with uh-uh 
Whatever, niggas can't front 
Ha ha hahaha 
If they respond too late to the 911 call 
They find you on the floor with a razor blade in your palm 
Deep cuts an inch wide and 5 inches long 
Paramedics feel for a pulse to see if you gone 
You was pronounced D.O.A before you got to E.R. 
The doctor swore that suicide was the probably cause 
Probably because, you weak insecure motherfuckers 
feel lost when you hear me roar 
Ha ha ha haha 
Like-uh the predator starring schwartzenegger 
Before he triggered the bomb he went 
Ha ha hahaha 
Ha ha ha ha ha 
The evil spirit of rap, the evil rapper 
Ha ha ha haha 
Rip the jacker 


[Verse Two] 
Its legibly unimaginable, mathematically incalculable 
inextricably infalible 
Let's not forget utterly impossible or 
Morally unsermountable to assume that | could lose if | battled you 
My scholastic aptitude is 1602 
100 bars was just a glimpse of the truth 
Physical proof that I'm the best at this 
I've contructed sentences 
That'll stand longer then stone henges megaliths 
My ist and 2nd albums consists of more then a million terabits 
More then any of you rappers ever spit 
Vote for me as president, In about a day or so 
| be up in the white house getting feletio 
By an administrative assistant with deep throat 
Butt naked on the floor knee deep in some coke 
Or on a speaker phone freestyling with some of my folks 
Humping a ho tampering with the republican vote 
I'm like Mel Gibson in Braveheart, fighting swordsman 
Dodging arrows from the arches ‘cause I'm a horesman 
Flying circles around you like flying saucers 
Flying circles around the royal air force's flying fortress 
Maximize my wins, minimize my loses 


Til I'm exhausted then lounge like the lyricists on Rawkus 
I'm unsigned right now, it's like I'm an orphan 
Looking for a home taking all calls and offers 
Notify the prince and the duke of earl 
I'm probably the illest english speaking mc in the world 
Ghetto fabulous, verbally hazardous 
Ask any baptist, roman catholic or satanic activist 
Even them trippy hippies on college campuses know about Canibus 
I've got rhymes like beads on an abacus 
My styles totally out the bracket 
Scientist in thick glasses and pocket protectors want to patent it 
My talent is unmatched by any rapper in this rapping biz 
By any rapper on this planet's grid 
Show me where he is, | sign the ordenance 
To bomb his coordinants with Agent Orange and torture him 
Burn the skin off of him, throw a towel on him and stomp on him 
Rip the towel off then pour salt on him 
Continue my verbal assault on him til its 12 in the morning 
And turn into the werewolf monster on him 
Rip his heart out, eat it while its still pumping 
The blood still running, it tastes like boiled dumplings 
Starving artist, | turned down scholarships to Oxford College 
‘Cause | heard they didn't serve porridge 
Smartest then any man in Scotland yard is 
Used to work for MI6 but quit ‘cause | couldn't take orders 
| was the original James Bond before Sean Conn’, Roger Moore, 
Timothy Dalton and Pierce Brosman 
The most awesome walking, talking, breathing 
English speaking mc in the European region 
Rip you to pieces like communism leaflets 
Beef with ‘Bis is like playing chess without the pieces 
Modern Christians without Jesus, Rasta's without Reefer 
Jamaican's in Princeton without Visa's 
Radio's without speakers, Mother nature without the 4 seasons 
Without a jacket outside when its freezing 
I'ma tell you straight up, no lie 
Canibus is the illest motherfucker alive 
Ha ha ha haha 
The evil spirit of rap, the evil rapper 
Rip the jacke 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Not 4 Play" 
(feat. Kurupt) 


[Chorus: Kurupt & Canibus] 
Don't play them games, not for play, not today 
say what you say, not for play, not to day 
we horseman man, you fools insane, locked the game 
we spit flames, not for play, not today 


[Kurupt] 
Each day | dip sometimes | trip 
this gangsta shit (west gangsta shit) 
| just don't give a fuck 
| gallop role I'm in control 
| like gettin high in G mode 
with the homeys just lettin all the weed blow 
fired up, nigga what you thought it was 

buz cause nigga | don't give a fuck 


[Canibus:] 

Niggaz like us don't give a fuck 
Canibus and Kurupt, choke a nigga up 
comin through in the four by four truck 

chromed from the flour up, with [?] 
white air force ones with the low cut 
I'm in the back of the jeep gettin [?/] 
me and my dawg Kurupt spark that skunk 
| Know I'm a G cos' my name start with one 


[Chorus] 


[Canibus:] 

We Horseman man the next Wu-Tang 
you know the name, Killah Priest and Kurupt 
Ras Kass to you heard of us 
we go to the club, curse and cus 
start that buzz, thats wots up 
spike the punch, fight and fuzz 
rush that stage for the mic and bus 
straight up cause | love them guts 
don't call me unless you invite some sluts 
36C cup with big butts 
| pay big books to get my dick sucked 
she can spit it up, then lick it back up 
thank you very much, there you go slut 
a Benjamin Franklin was more than enough 
write your number down ill be in touch 


[Chorus] 


[Kurupt] 

A Benjamin Franklin was more than enough 
bitch give me that cash before | fuck you up 
genuine banging in the deck 
same old G, D.P.G 
show you somethin gangstafied 
do or die, gangstafied 
run and ride, now ride don't run 
fuck that nigga, blast that nigga 
lay that nigga, | spray that nigga 
AK that nigga off weed and liquer 
| drop a switch, fuck a bitch 
smash and dip with hollow tips 
[?] me up, what the fuck 
Canibus and Kurupt choke a nigga up 
flippin through the cut, flash flood 
fluctuate [?], pistol tooked, nigga 


[Chorus] 


[Kurupt: talking] 
none of you bustas, yeah, horsementality, yeah 
Canibus, yeah, Ras Kass bitch, yeah, Killah Priest fucker 
yeah, the Kurupt Young Gotti, yeah, horsemen, smash 


[Canibus: talking] 
we horseman man, not today 
we locked the game, not today 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Stupid Producers" 


[Canibus:] 
Stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 


[Canibus:] 
"Yo 
What's up my main man? 
What's your name? 
| heard you got beats 
Yea, | hear what you're saying, but are they flames? 
You got a card or something? 
Put your number on this CD, I'll give you a call or something 
How long you in town? 
Where you staying at now? 
Who's your manager? Him over there? 
The nigga with the South Pole sweat suit and permed hair? 
Listen, don't even trip 
| just want some beats to finish my shit 
I'm looking for some hard shit 
Yea, like some Beat Brokers or Mark Sparks shit 
Huh? Play what? 
Hold up, lay what? 
Yo relax my main man, I'ma call you, peace” 
| got back to the crib, popped in the CD 
And turned it up loud to see if he had some real beats 
| heard something | felt, | hit the nigga on the cell 
To see if it was for sell 
"Yo, can | speak to DJ 
Yo, I'm feeling tracks two and six 
Whatever, bottom line, you give me the tracks, | give you the cheddar 
We can do it around ten PM 
In the studio off of (_A_)" 

At that point, | didn't even feel like answering him 
Stupid ass motherfucking producer got me real upset 
And | even got to work with him yet 
| showed up at ten thirty so | was already late 
He showed up and forgot to bring his own D.A.T. tapes 
He shook my hand, with both of his hands 
And told me he could play it over again, with both of his friends 
Yo, as long as | get tracks two and six 
| don't give a fuck who really produced this shit, just do this shit 


"When | get back, | want it laid 
Yea, you gonna get paid 
I'ma leave, jump in the car, speed, go to my mans 
Get some trees, get something to eat, and I'll be back by three" 


[Canibus:] 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 


[Canibus:] 
"Hold up, five hours later, you ain't laid nothing? 
Not one piece of percussion? You mean to tell me you ain't press one button? 
You think this is motherfucking pre-production or something? 
You know we ain't got a budget, who told you to order lunch bitch? 
You know what? Fuck it. | don't even want it no more 
‘Cause the track you selling me probably ain't even yours" 


[Canibus:] 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 
These stupid producers 


[Canibus:] 
Yo, yo 
Ayo Rip, motherfucker 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Talk The Talk" 


[Chorus] 
People wanna keep on talking 
Why can't they see [?] you don't wanna be 
People wanna keep on talking 
Why can't they see they're too weak for me 
People wanna keep on talking 
| guess we will see 
People wanna keep on talking 
Talking’ 


[Verse One] 
Yo, let's not talk about me, let's talk about you 
Let's talk about some of the things YOU go through 

Dealing with racists, being patient 

Tired of waiting, what are you chasing 

Sometimes you just want to just explode and spread across the globe 

You wanna let the whole world know 

‘Hey everybody! Look at me, yo! 
| used to be nobody, but know I'm known!’ 

Thanks to you, | never could've done it alone 
Everybody that talked about me is somebody | owe 
Even the G.L.O.A.T., he talked till he was numb in the throat 
And | STILL took his crown with a unanimous vote 

Talk about it! 


[Chorus] 


[Verse Two] 

Yo, you can talk about how | came back so strong 
You can talk about my album and all of my songs 
You can talk about Can-I-Bus the rapper 
What's his name, Nobody or Rip the Jacker 
Talk about my record label, Gladiator's the name 
Cause | BEEN a gladiator in the game 
And | swear on my government name Germaine 
That at Gladiator Records, everybody gets paid 
Talk about the ladies, the kind that | like 
After | get laid, we can talk about the price 
You can stay talking about ice 
| talk about who's nice in the rap game and who got stripes 
Talk about it! 


[Chorus] 
[Verse Three] 


| got a passion for this rapping 
This is my ship, I'm the Capitan 


| control your vertical and your horizontal 
What you talk about and who you talk to 
You got a day job and you wanna spit a hundred bars 
Naw, you gotta train hard 
Take a man's advice, stand and fight 
Sacrifice, that's the price 
I'm speaking freely, nothing's easy 
FUCK the TV, you wanna be me 
| ripped the Jacker with his own track 
Maybe | AM the illest alive, talk about THAT! 


[Pre-chorus] 
Talk the talk, talk the talk 
Talk the talk, talk the talk 


[Chorus] 


People wanna keep on talking 


Canibus Lyrics 


"Nobody" 


You know this rap game is a lot like high school 
and high school is a lot like life 
You see in life, you got to do things to set yourself apart from your peers 
you need to identify the qualities that separate you from those around you 
After all, isn't that what most people spend they lives trying to accomplish? 
Wouldn't we all want somebody, somewhere later on down 
the line to remember the things that were different about us? 

Don't you understand? The more you fit in, the less you're noticed 
That's how it is, for anyone to walk through life unnoticed as if they never mattered 
could be a punishment worse than death, and at the same time 
that punishment is the only way you could truly be free; 
free from the things you want people to remember about you 
but also free from the things you want them to forget 
| don't know if that freedom exists for me anymore 
And even though | dream about what it would be like 
it's just a dream, because | realize now more than ever 
that | can't have my cake and eat it too, no one can 
And as time goes on, we will always be loved by some and hated by others 
And whether the people who talk bad about you know it or not 
they really save you from obscurity every time they mention your name 
You see, anytime anybody ever talks about you, either directly or indirectly 
they put a quarter in your immortal meter 
They keep you alive, whether they want to or not 
they practically do the opposite of what they want to do 
which is forget you. | dedicate this song, to the day 
when you motherfuckers finally figure it out 
and the day that you bury me, and erase the memory of me 
Here lies a man, who became forgotten to the world 
in his search to the key for immortality 
He never made an impact, he changed nothing 
and his words meant nothing 
He never contributed to the rap game; 
he never gave you anything to talk about 
He never existed, and he never made a difference 
his name was nobody! 


